THE SCHOUDLER FAMILY

the woman with the wasted nose leaning towards him, the man in; the
wig, and the blind face turned towards the sky. He was reconstructing
the whole appalling queue, seeking to prolong his repulsion, to revive it.
He suddenly pulled at the Patriarch's coat-tails,
"Grandpapa," he asked, "shall we do good again tomorrow?"
For the first time Jean-Noel's mind had received, and indeed it was
a lasting impression, a taste for the morbid, an attraction towards the
decadent and the unhealthy.

For Jean-Noel his birthday morning was also marked by another event:
it was the first time he had been allowed to go into the study, and this
was owing to the departure of his grandfather for the "New World."

Jean-Noel was struck by the sound of the phrase as he entered the
room, and its sonority pleased him; however he immediately confused
it with another expression he had heard the year before.

Old Baron Siegfried was sitting on a sort of backless velvet-covered
stool; he used arm-chairs as little as possible since he had difficulty in
getting out of them without assistance.

Baron Noel, the giant, he who was going on a journey, was leaning
against the heavy Louis XV writing-table.

Young Baron Frangois, who now that he was past thirty was begin-
ning to grow stout, lifted up his child and said: "Good morning,
darling, many happy returns of the day. Oh, you are heavy!"

And Jean-Noel's feet returned to the carpet.

"Oh, but of course," said Baron Noel, "today he's become a little
man. Six years old, that's really something! What shall I bring you
back from the New World?"

The child was always terrified when the huge torso, impenetrable as
a breastplate, leaned over him, with the pointed beard and the dark
narrow slits of eyes between the swollen lids.

"I really don't know, Grandfather," he replied. "Whatever you
please."

The giant straightened up, made an inclusive gesture, and Jean-
Noel heard him say from far up, from half-way to the ceiling: "Four
generations of Schoudlers! That's fine! Very fine indeed!"

Baron Frangois realized that his father was thinking: "Perhaps it's
the last time we shall all be together." And his eyes instinctively turned
to the Patriarch.

From then on no one paid any further attention to Jean-Noel and he
was able to examine the study in peace. It was a big room lined entirely
with dark-green leather and isolated by padded double doors. Mahog-
any or citron-wood filing-cabinets reached two-thirds of the way up
the walls. The rest of the furniture was heavy, rich and ill-assorted.
There were only two pictures on the study walls: the portrait of the
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